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But for the jBrst time in a conversation of this kind,
Marsham's reply was halting and uncertain. He would
do his best; but he could not pledge himself. When
the Chief Whip, disappointed and astonished, broke up
their conference, Marsham walked into the House after
him, in the morbid belief that a large part of his influence
and prestige with his party was already gone. Let those
fellows, he thought, who imagine that the popular party
can be run without money, inform themselves, and not
talk like asses!
In the afternoon, during an exciting debate! on a sub-
ject Marsham had made to some extent his own, and in
which he was expected to speak, two letters were brought
to him. One was from Diana. He put it into his pocket,
feeling an instinctive recoil—with his speech in sight—
from the emotion it must needs express and arouse, The
other was from the chairman of a Committee in Dunseombe,
the chief town of his division, The town was so far without
any proper hall for public meetings. It was proposed to
build a new Liberal Club with a Hall attached. The
leading local supporter of the scheme wrote—with
apologies—to ask Marsham what he was prepared to
subscribe. It was early days to make the inquiry, but—
in confidence—he might state that he was afraid local
support for the scheme would mean more talk than
money. Marsham pondered the letter gloomily, A week
earlier, he would have gone to his mother for a thousand
pounds, without any doubfc of her reply.
It was just towards tie close of the dinner hour
that Marsham caught the Speaker's eye. Perhaps the
special effort that had been necessary to recall his
thoughts to the point, had given his nerves a stimulus.
At any rate he spoke unusually well, and sat down amid
the cheers of his party, conscious that he had advanced

